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The Magical Birthday Gift 

A true story. 

July 13, 2019 

On this 61st birthday, I awaken in human body form, with forgotten thoughts of joyful childhood 
experiences playing through all senses in brain. 

The Forgotten Birthday Gift 

Waking shortly after sunrise, I hurry to put on any clothes that I grab from a dresser drawer. Carefully, I tie 
my sneakers, without thoughts of socks, and notice the wonderful smell of the rubber of the soles of my 
sneakers, softly filling my senses. I feel the white shoe strings and concentrate on tying the bows, just like 
Mom showed me how to do. There were no thoughts of any next moment, simply the joy of being able to 
dress myself and tie my own shoes. 

It is morning, summer time, and my birthday. Nothing to think about except enjoying my special day. I had 
received my brand new blue racing bike the night before so I could begin my journey with it as soon as I 
awoke on my birthday. Later there would be a cook out with lots of wonderful foods and playing in the 
garden hose. Mom would make my special request of chocolate cake with chocolate icing and there would 
be ice cream. But, the morning was mine, to create, experience and enjoy. 

As I hurried through the kitchen, I grabbed a partial loaf of Wonder Bread from the kitchen counter. This 
would be part of my magical breakfast adventure. I hurried outside and got my new blue racing bike out of 
the garage and secured the loaf of Wonder Bread in the pretty white basket, on the front of my bike. 

I loved Wonder Bread! The smell was unlike any bread of today and I could remove the crust to share with 
other creatures of my adventures. The bread was so soft you could roll it into a ball of dough, which seemed 
to make it taste that much more special. I decided to create a dough ball to eat and hold off hunger pains until 
I reached my destination. I took a piece of break out of the wrapper and broke off the crust, which I put back 
into the wrapper to share later on. As I rolled the slice of bread into a dough ball, I could smell the wonderful 
scent of the bread and began tasting it before it entered my mouth. I remember thinking, "adults seem to not 
understand how to appreciate this wonderful food". The texture of the dough ball seemed to make the slice of 
bread into something magical in my mouth. Securing the loaf of bread in my basket, I began my amazing 
adventure. 
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My attention shifted to a magical place that was located at the end of our dead end road. I got up on my new 
blue racing bike and had to readjust my feeling of balance. It was much taller than my old bike and required 
a few moments of attention to get the feel of. In just a few moments, I was out of our driveway and headed 
down the road to the magical place. 

The sun was soft in the early morning sky and I rode back and forth across the road, and in and out of the 
shade that the woods that lined the other side of the road provided. I love the feeling of riding back and forth 
between coolness and the warmth of the early morning sun. I was headed to a magical field, located at the 
end of our road, and the end of the woods. I knew it would be awhile before Mom woke up and had no 
thoughts of time or responsibilities. All of my thoughts of the moments were of the beauty and wonder that 
surrounded me. 

My new blue bike was a racing bike and even had hand brakes, but I was in no hurry. As the warming earth 
filled my senses, I began picking out every detail of the beauty that surrounded me. The smell of the morning 
dirt and the drying dew. The freshly cut grasses of yesterday, drying in the morning sun. The difference in 
the smells moving from shade to sunshine and back again, as I swerved back and forth on the road. As I 
approached the neighbors house, I could smell the sweetness of the apples tress in their front yard and the 
tartness of the wild rhubarb. I made mental note that these delights would be lunch on the journey back. 

There was special breakfast magic waiting on me up ahead. 

I allowed my new blue bike to coast, as I rode along the road and put my forehead on the handle bars to 
enjoy the look, feel, sounds, and smells of the road, as my bike tires gently glided along. Magic sparkles 
filled my vision as the tires glided over the road. I remember thinking, "what a wonderful invention". The 
scent of warming tar from the side of the road reached my senses and even the tar smelled wonderful on this 
magical birthday morning. 

As I approached the field of magic, the earth parted to widen my view and show me a clear blue sky of 
endless wonder. The sky was filled with all sorts of birds, flying in and out of the woods, gathering their 
breakfast and singing their morning songs of gratitude. 

I rode my new blue bike just a few feet into the magic field, jumped off, carefully laying the bike on the 
ground and grabbing the Wonder Bread from the basket. I wanted to share my breakfast with the creatures in 
the magic field so I took out three slices of bread and tore off the crust. After putting the best part of the 
bread back into the wrapper, I broke the crust into small bits and threw them into the magic field as I slowly 
walked toward the sweet spot that awaited me. Birds quickly flew down from the woods to collect the treats I 
shared with them. Not much further now and I would be enjoying my breakfast too. 
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As usual, the magic field was filled with all kinds of butterflies of all shapes, sizes and colors. After 
breakfast I would retrieve my butterfly net from its hiding place and spend some time petting and talking 
with the butterflies. But first, I could smell my breakfast ahead of me. 

As I walked deeper into the magic field the earth became a bit squishy beneath my sneakers. This told me I 
was very close now to my special breakfast. I could smell the difference in the wet earth and how much 
stronger the perfume of wet dirt is. 

The sun was quickly rising now, in the clear blue sky, and the magic field seemed to be waking up to say 
hello to the sunshine. As I made my way along the dampness of the ground, I stepped right into the magic 
spot and my special breakfast then sat down right in the middle of it. 

I was now surrounded by the sweet perfume of a very large patch of wild strawberries. To my surprise, there 
were now a whole lot more strawberries than there had been last weekend and some of them were now very 
large in size. I carefully turned the green vines over and chose one of the larger strawberries. I could taste the 
sweet tartness before it ever entered my mouth. As the juices of the strawberry filled my senses, I could taste 
the taste of the sun, feel the earth and taste the color of the strawberry. I remember thinking, "God has put all 
of creation into this very special treat". 

Childish giggles filled me with love as I sat amid the magical wonder and enjoyed my special breakfast of 
Wonder Bread and strawberries filled with all of creation. I sat among the creatures of this very magical field 
and had the most amazing breakfast of my entire young life. My entertainment was the family of butterflies 
that danced to and fro on the breeze and the morning songs of the creatures all around me. Every now and 
then I would catch what I absolutely knew to be fairies, out of the comer of my eye. They loved playing hide 
and seek. Unless you have experienced such magic, you cannot really understand the magic of it all. It was 
the most magical moments of my entire 7 years on earth but at that moment I had no idea God was going to 
give me a very special birthday present. 

When my belly would not hold any more strawberries or Wonder Bread, I went over to my secret hiding 
place behind a tree and got my small butterfly net. I slowly walked through the magic field, gently catching 
butterflies, holding the ones that would stay on my had for a bit and allow me to pet them and tell them how 
beautiful they are. Nothing else on earth mattered. I had no thoughts of anything except enjoying the magic 
and beauty of my world. 

In such childish wonder there are no thoughts of what you might look like, how you are dressed, what 
anyone might think of you, things you are expected to take care of, what might happen in the next moment or 



tomorrow. You live for the moment and take in every experience the moment allows for and look at it all in 
absolute wonder and amazement. 

I noticed the sun was feeling hotter over head and I knew this meant it was getting close to lunch time. I 
made my way back through the magic field, toward my new blue bike, and told all of the amazing creatures 
that lived there I would be back to see them again tomorrow. 

I reached my new bike and picked it up and walked it to where the magic field met the road. Before I got on 
my new bike, I look up into the clear blue sky and am shocked, amazed and filled with wonder at the picture 
waiting for me to see. The sky was filled with huge balloons of all colors of the rainbow. I had never seen 
such huge balloons before. They were beautiful beyond words, against the baby blue colored sky. As I 
looked at this very special present God had created for me, I was filled with wonder at how such a thing was 
possible. I stood at the edge of the magic field for what seemed like a very long time, watching all of the 
huge balloons gently float across the blue sky. I thanked God for such a wonderful birthday present. The 
excitement filled me to over flowing and I had to rush home to tell Mom about this wonderful present. 

I was then very glad that my new blue bike was a racing bike. I flew down the road as fast as my legs could 
make the peddles go round. I flew by the woods, paying very little attention to their smells and the wonderful 
shade they provided from the now very hot sun. I flew past the neighbors apple trees and the wild rhubarb 
and into my driveway, using the handbrakes to come to a stretching stop. I hurried off my new blue racing 
bike, taking care to use the kick stand, and ran into the kitchen. 

Mom was in the kitchen making lunch. "You are just in time and I bet you are hungry". 

I might be, I thought, but no time for food yet. "Mom, you are not going to believe the wonderful birthday 
present God created for me at the end of our road". 

As we sat down at the table I told her all about my very magical morning and the present of rainbow colored 
balloons that filled the sky for my birthday. When I had said all the words I could, as fast as I could, I took a 
bite of the sandwich Mom had made me, on Wonder Bread. 

Mom explained to me about hot air balloons as we ate lunch and that there was a hot air balloon event going 
on in the large farm field at the end of our road today. 

Even as my 7 year old expression became more aware of the magical things to experience on earth, I did not 
become daunted in the discovery of hot air balloons. I knew that God had led the people that owned such 
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balloons and somehow managed to get them in place at the exact moment I would exit the magic field to tell 
me happy birthday. No one would ever make me believe otherwise! 


And today, July 13, 2019 I awaken to 61 years of this earth experience and the first thing that fills my 
awareness as soon as I open my eyes is the memory of this wonderful, magical birthday celebration. I had 
forgotten all about it, but Source gifted me once again, by playing it all over once more, allowing me to 
experience every sense associated with the experience once again. And, no one will ever make me believe 
otherwise, because I know the truth! 

I share this with you now with the intention that you too can remember the magic. I intend that you can allow 
yourself to step back into your childhood wonder and amazement and see all people, places and things 
through the awareness of your child self. There, you will remember the love you really are! 

Source Loving Joy Blessing To All, 

Marie Love 



